
! DOUBLE COURTSHIP,

LOVE you, Doro
thy, and you know
it," eald handsome
Horace Towne, a
wealthy y o u n g
northerner, to a
fair Bouthern girl,
as they roamed the
green New England
hills together, "I
love you, Dorothy,
and believe you

care for me. Why will you not consent
to become my wife?"

Dorothy gazed longingly across the
distant hills and answered, hesitating
ly. "Because I love somebody else.

"Then why did you not tell me this
before? Why did you lend me blindly
on to this proposal? I did not ttfink

it of you, Dorothy," exclaimed Horace,
iin tones that clearly betrayed his bit-

ter disappointment.
"I covld not tell you until you asked

me, Horace," replied Dorothy, in tones
whose plaintiff tenderness evinced her
utmost sincerity, "and can you doubt
that I have acted honestly toward
you?"

"Well," said Horace, "you have ncted
as If you cared something for me."

", "And so I do," answered Dorothy,
blushing slightly, as she dropped her
glance fugltively to the ground, then
silently raising her deep brown eyes to
meet her companion's rapt gaze.

"Do you really cave for me then?"
ashed Horace, anxiously.

"Of course I do," said Dorothy, earn-

estly.
"But not quite so much as you care

lor some one else?"
"1 did rot say so."
"But you said you loved some one

else and could not be my wife oa that
account," protested Horace.

"So I d'd, Horace," replied the beau-

tiful southerner; "but I did not tell you

who that soimrody Is, did I?"
"No, Dorothy, you did not. Who is it?

I am anxious to learu the name of my
successful rival, whom I congratulate
in advance and to whom I say: 'Thou
has won a jewel.' But tell me who it
is."

Dorothy looked strlght into her suit-
or's honest eyes and said: "My moth-
er."

"Your mother!" gasped Horace, in
blank astonishment. "Why should she
wish to come between us? She knows
nothing ill of me."

They had reached the brow of a lofty
hill overlooking a picturesque valley
through which wound a silver stream,
murmuring its dreamy lullaby. It was
early autumn and the thrifty Yankee
farmers who dwelt in the happy valley,
which everywhere was dotted with
ther neat cottage homes, were busily,,...,", t, I
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well-ke- pt fields.
"Let us sit down here beneath the
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SAUNTERED SLOWLY HOMEWARD,
shelter of this great oak and rest,"
said Dorrthy Gray, "and, while I en-

joy thiB beautiful New England scene,
I will tell you what you wish to know."

"You see', Horace, dear," she con-

tinued when they were snugly seated,
"it is quite the same old story. Mamma
has never got thoroughly over the re-

membrance of the losses our family
sustained because of its loyalty to the
southern cause during the late un
pleasantness between the north and
south, and yon see you are "

A northerner," broke in Horace.
spasmodically.

"Yes," observed Dorothy, "that's the
point. Mamma has never quite been
able to forget her loss of property and
wounded pride, and I am afraid she
cannot do so now, even for our sakes.
It is hard, I know, for you northern
folks to understand; you cannot, prob-
ably. Let lis not talk about it, Hor-
ace, I am miserable," said Dorothy,
breaking into tears.

"Then you really love me. don't you,
dear?" exclaimed Horace, appealingly,
as he kissed her tenderly for the first
time in his. life.

"Why, of course I do,-- ' said Dorothy,
candidly. "Put what can wo do, darl-
ing? I am sure mamma will not relent.
She Mill remind me that she sent me
here to college and not to fall in love
with pardon me darling a Yankee.
But I lore you, Horace, and I love
mamma, too, and desire her sanction

r.d blessing for our union. What shall
we do, Horace, darling; what shall we
do?"

"We will have to win her over, little
girl," said Horace; "for I love you far
too well to give you up."

"Oh, Horace, Horace, dear," Dorothy
exclaimed, "I shall love you wliile I
live; but I despair of ever being your
wife. I would not be content to disre-
gard mamma's wishes, even if sht Tfere
dead."

"Rest assured that love wilt find a
way," said Horace. "So long as you
love me I will not give up. I hare won
ytur promise; now I shall have to court
my future mother-in-la- w Some
day I shall send you word: T have met
the enemy and the is mine.' But come,

dtarest, It is growing chilly; let us be
going home." ',.

The lovers arose and sauntered slow
ly homeward, hand in hand, in the
deepening autumn twilight.

A few weeks afterward Towne re
ceived a pressing business call to tho
south, so, bidding his little nweetheart
an affectionate farewell, he departed
for no indefinite stay.

"Madam, have I the honor of ad
dressing Mrs. Gray?" asked a hand- -

sorao young man of perhaps 30 years as
he alighted from hla horse in front of
a spacious, old-tim- e southern residence.

"You have, sir," returned tho pleas
ant faced old lady. "And whom havo I
tlio pleasure of addressing?"

"My name la Towne, madam, Horace
Towne, if you please. I live at College- -

town, New England. I represent a
northern company which is about to
erect a large cotton mill near here,
and I desire to enjoy your hospitality
for a short time, madam, at whatever
remuneration you may see fit to ask."

"Alight and come in," was the cour
teous reply. "We can probably ar
range things satisfactorily. Sam (this
to tho grinning little negro boy who
stood by) take care of the gentleman's

Horace went in, threw off his mack
intosh and heavy riding boots, washed
and prepared for supper and made
himself generally at home. He met his
stately hostess again at the supper
table.

"So you are from Collegetown, New
England, are you?" she observed. "I
have an only daughter there, in school,
though I dare say you never met her,
as she is too busily engrossed with her
studies to do her duty by society."

"Ah! What did I understand you to
say was your daughter's name?" in
quired the artful Horace, apparently
more out of courtesy to his hostess
than genuine interest.

"Miss Dorothy Gray."
"What! Miss Dorothy Gray? Why,

I am thrice blessed! Well, well, but I
was always a 'lucky dog'! Madam,
your accomplished daughter and I are
quite well acquainted. She happens to
board with my favorite cousin and we
occasionally met. She has told us so
much about her mother that" I almost
feel acquainted with you."

Mrs. Gray smiled pleasantly and
Horace saw that his villainy was be
ginning to take effect. So he kept it
up, with variations, making himself as
pleasant and agreeable as possible,
rtlndlug his own business and treating
eerybody even the negroes with re
spect, until Mrs. Gray declared that
even if he was a Yankee, Mr. Towne
was a perfect gentleman. But Horace
took care not to hint of his relations
to Dorothy. He knew better. He su- -

rwintendea tne building of his mill
and "tlcnded to his own busines- s-
lie knew that he held the future well
!n hand.

By and by Dorothy came home from
college to spend her vacation. She and
Mr. Towuo were friends, of course, and
Mrs. Gray did not object to their being
much together. They improved their
opportunity and when, by and by,
Dorothy told her mother that Horace
had proposed Mrs. Gray Joined their
hands with her blessing and seemed
as happy as they.

What the Teeth Can Tell,
"It is possible," said a well-know- n

dentist, "for medical man to tell more
of tho disposition and constitution of
a person by the teeth than by any
other part of the body. The first thing
that an army doctor does when a man
is brought up for enlistment is to look
at his teeth. If they show any sign of
decay it is evident that the man's con-
stitution is delicate and his services
as a soldier are immediately declined,
even though he be in every other res-
pect a perfect specimen of manhood.
If the teeth showed but little signs of
decay the man would be eligible for
English service but for foreign service
perfectly useless. Men with irregular
teeth teeth uneven and imperfec- t-
are declined by medical men where
there are arduous duties to perform. It
is said to be a sign of bodily weakness.
Another peculiarity noticeable in many
persons is a spotted tooth. This is the
tooth covered with dark specks and is
usually found among persons of weak
intellect; it is, in fact, a sign of insan
ity. Large teeth show braininess,
more especially if they be regular. A
set of perfect teeth is the surest sign
of a good constitution." Answers.

Camel ai a Scapegoat.
A very curious use to which the

camel is sometimes put among the
desert tribes is related by a disting
uished traveler. He tells us that he
once saw one employed to appease a
quarrel between two parties, much as
the "scapegoat" was used in the re
ligious rites of the Jewish people. The
camel was brought out and accused by
both parties to the controversy of all
the injuries, real and imaginary,
which they had suffered. All the mis
chief that had been done they laid
upon he camel. They upbraided it
with being the cause of the feud which
had separated friends, reviled it with
every opprobrious epithet and finally
killed it. declaring themselves recon
ciled over its body. Exchange.

Retribution for a Tattler.
A peculiar death has occurred at Ga-

lena, Minn. A young girl happened to
see a newly married lady sitting on
the lap of a man. The man was the
lady's husband. The girl, In fun, told. i . t..jarouna mat iuu n ay was seen on a
man's lap. The story rame to the ears
pf the husband. He found the source
or tne story ana f.ive the girl such a
talking to that shv was thrown into a
spell or Hysteria, ijoni wnieh she died

POSED FOR A QUEEN.

Victoria Sat fur tho Face, While Mlt
Sully Huppllel the Figure,

About two years ago a handsome old
lady, Miss Blanche Sully of Philadel-
phia, visited Washington. She was
the guest of her Bister, tho Into Mrs.
John H. Wheeler, 28 Grant place, that
city. In 1837 this lady was a beautiful
girl, and had an experience no other
American girl over enjoyed. Her fath-
er, Thomas Sully, America's greatest
portrait painter, hud been engaged by
the Society of St. George and St. An-

drew of Philadelphia to paint the por-

trait of tho young queen of England.
Blanche Sully, his daughter, accompa-
nied her father an this interesting mis-

sion. Both were quartered at Wind-
sor Castle, and Queen Victoria con-

sented to pose for the portrait until th
face was finished. After that thf
royal robes were placed on the should-er- s

of Blanche Sully, and she stood for
hours iu the position as indicated ii
the steel engraving now in the posses-
sion of Col. Sully Wheeler of Wash,
lngton, the grandson of Thomas Sull.
This steel engraving was the origiini
executed In London under tho super1'
vision of Sully himself, and was owncl
by that artist until he gave it to h'l
daughter, Mrs. Ellen Sully Wheeler,
for many years an honored resident of
the nation's capital. Mrs. Wheeler hid
two sons, who now live there, Col. Sul-

ly Wheeler and Maj. Woodbury Whettf-e- r.

These gentlemen recall many in-

cidents 'connected with tho painting of
this portrait, especially in connection
with the queen's jubilee.

Miss Blanche Sully was then a
charming girl, and the head of her,
painted by her father, gives evidence!
of rare beauty and refinement. She
found the coronation robes of the
young queen a burden, weighing forty
pounds, and probably became very
tired of her gorgeous borrowed plum-
age, but when the task was done and
her father's portrait was hung in the
Royal Academy, a similar portrait was
ordered for Buckingham Palace, and
Queen Victoria gave Blanche Sully a
splendid diamond signet ring and an
autograph letter thanking ber for the
trouble she had taken. Sully received
$10,000 for the portrait he painted for
tho Society of St. George and St. An-

drew, and was munificently paid for
those he painted for his English pa-

trons. After his return to this coun-
try he spent much time with his
daughter, Mrs. Ellen Sully Wheeler,
and during one of his visits painted a
charming group, which represents Mrs.
Wheeler with her two babies, now stal-
wart citizens of the District.

When the war began Sully Wheeler
was in the United States navy and gal-

lantly served his country throughout
that memorable struggle. The other
joined the Confederates and fought as
bravely for a lost cause. They were
again reunited after peace resumed her
propitious sway.

Gen. Alfred Sully, the son of the ar
tist, was a brigadier general in the
Federal army and was frequently quar
tered at Washington. He was a grad-
uate of West Point, and a participant
in tho Indian wars, the Mexican war,
and distinguished himself in several
engagements in the late war, rising
from the rank of captain to brigadier- -
general. Col. Sully Wheeler and Maj.
Woodbury Wrheeler own many splen-
did specimens of their distinguished
grandfather's art. There is no finer
collection of portraits in any one fam-
ily connection in the District of Co-

lumbia. The flesh tints in Sully's por-

traits retain to a wonderful degree
their original coloring. As the years
go by his fame increases, and he is
easily first among the American ar-

tists.

Singular Optical Jnl union.
Here is a singular illustration of the

optical delusion which a change of po
sition win sometimes e:icet. Take a
row of ordinary eapiU.l letters and
figures.

They are such as are made ua of two
parts of equal shapes.

Look carefully at these and you will
perceive that the upper halves of the
characters are very Utile smaller than
the lower halves so little that an or-
dinary eye declares them to be of equal
size. Now turn the paper upside down,
and without any careful looking you
will see. that this difference in size Is
very much exaggerated that the real
top half of the letter is very much
smaller than the bottom half.

Cowboy of the Anplialt.
The cowboys and other dashing

plains riders lean far over in their sad-
dles and pick up, as they, go dashing
by, articles that they havo dropped on
the ground. So does the dashing bi-

cycle rider of the city. Not on the
boulevards, perhaps, whero the crowds
would scarcely permit, but on some
quiet, asphalt paved block. There you
may see a skillful and daring rider cast
his cap upon the ground and then you
maysee him as he sweeps past it on
his wheel bend over and pick It up
without pausing in his flight. This be
fore a small but appreciative audience
of friends and neighbors sitting on the
doorsteps and such passers-b-y as may
happen that way.

A Daybreak Dane.
Texas is setting the pace i'i the so

cial world now. A Louisville girl who
has in- -' returned from a visit in Cor- -
slcana. Texas, exhibits an engraved in-

vitation for .a dance to be held from
5:30 to 7:30 In the morning. Break
fast is served at 7:30 o'clock and the
german takB place directly afterward.
The affair in Just as formal as a night
entertainment, and while it lacks the
glamor whlih attaches to the ordinary
pallroom, i: Is certainly ncorc enjoy- -

the same day. The city lias taken sides able, if pfrjle must dance in the lum-i- n

the matter bitterly. ' mer. Ex

TALM AGE'S SERMON.

A CART-ROP- E INIQUITY' SUN-

DAY'S SUBJEBT.

front the following Hlltle Tut: Inuiah,
Chapter 5, Vena 111! "Woe Vulo
Them That Sin A It Were With a
Cart-ltopr- ." Vigilance Ailvlneil.

HERE are some in-

iquities that only
nibble at the heart.
After a lifetime of
their work, the man
still stands upright,
respected, and hon-

ored. These ver-- m

I n have not
strength enough to
gnaw through a
in a n's c h a r a

But there are other transgressions
that lift themselves up to gigantic pro-

portions, and seize hold of a man and
bind him with thongs forever. There
are some iniquities that have such great
emphasis of evil that he who commits
them may be said to sin as with a cart-rop- e.

I suppose you know how they
make a great rope. The stuff out of
which it is fashioned is nothing but
tow which you pull apart without any
exertion of your fingers. This is spun
into threads, any of which you could
easily enap, but a great many of these
threads are Interwound then you have
a rope strong enough to bind an ox,
or hold a ship in a tempest. I speak
to you of the sin of gambling. A eart-rcp- o

In strength Is that sin, and yet I
wish more especially to draw your at-

tention to the small threads of influ-
ence out of which that mighty iniquity
Is twisted. This crime is on the advance,
so that it is well not only that fathers,
arl brothers, and sons, bo interested
in such a discussion, but that wives,
and mothers, and sisters, and daughters
look out lest Uieir present home be
sacrificed, or their intended home bo
blasted. No man, no woman, can stand
aloof from such a subject as this and
say: "It has no practical bearing upon
my life;" for there may be in a short
time in your history an expedience In
whicli you will find that the discussion
involved three worlds earth, heaven,
hell. There are gambling establish-
ments by the thousands. There are
about five thousand five hundred pro-
fessional gamblers. Out of all the gam-
bling establishments, how many of
them do you suppose profess to be hon-
est? Ten. These ten professing to be
honest because they are merely the
ante-chamb- er to those that are ac-

knowledged fraudulent. There are first-cla- ss

establishments. You step a little
way out of Broadway, New York. You
go up the marble stairs. You ring the
bell. The liveried servant, introduces
you. The walls are lavender tinted.
The mantels are of Vermont marble.
The pictures are "Jephthah'sDar.gh-ter,- "

and Dore's "'Dante's pnd'VirgU's
Frozen Region of Hell," a most ap-

propriate selection, this last, for the
place. There is the roulette table, the
finest, costliest, most exquisite piece of
furniture in the United States. There
is the banqueting room where, free of
charge to the guests, you may find the
plate, and viands, and wines, and ci
gars, sumptuous beyond parallel. Then
you come to the second-clas- s gambling
establishment. To it. you are intro-
duced by a card through some "roper
in." Having entered, you must either
gamble or fight. Sanded cards, dice
loaded with quicksilver, poor drinks
mixed with more poor drinks, will
soon help you to gf;t rid of all your
money to a tune in short metre with
staccato passages. You wanted to see.
You saw. The low villains of that place
watch you as you come in. Does not
the panther, squat in the grass, know a
calf when he sees it? Wrangle not for
your rights in that place, or your body
will bo thrown bloody into the street,
or dead into the river.

You go along a little ftirtiier and find
the policy establishment. In that place
you bet on numbers. Betting on two
numbers is called a "saddle;" betting
on three numbers 13 ceiled a "gig;" bet-

ting on four numbers is called a
"horse;" and there t.rc thousands of
cur young men leaping into that "sad
dle," and mounting that "gig," and be-

hind that "horse" riding to perdition,
There is always one kiud of sign on the
door "Exchange; "a most appropriate
title for the door, for there, In that
room, a man exchanges health, peace
and heaven for loss of health, loss of
home, loss of family, loss of immortal
soul. Exchange sure enough and in-

finite enough.
Now you acknowledge that is a cart-rop- e

of evil, but you want to know
what are the small threads out of which
It Is made. There is, in many, a dispo-
sition to hazard. They feel a delight in
walking near a precipice because of
the sense of danger. There are people
who go upon Jungfrau, not for the
largeness of the prospect, but for the
feeling that they have of thinking
"What would happen If I should fall
off?" There are porsons who have their
blood filliped and accelerated by skat-
ing very near an air hole. There are
men who find a positive de:ight in driv-
ing within two Inches of the edge of a
bridge. It is this disposition to hazard
that finds development in gaming prac-

tices. Here are five hundred dollars.
I may stake them. If I stake them I
may lose them; but I may win five
thousand dollars. Whichever way it
turns I have the excitement Shuffle
tho cards. Lost! Heart thumps. Head
dizzy. At it again just to gratify this
desire for hazard.

Then there are others who go Into
this sin through sheer desire for gain.
It Is especially so with professional
gamblers. They always keep cool. They
never drink enough to unbalance their
Judgment. They do not see the dice so
much as they see the dollar beyond the
dice, and for that they watch, as the
spider In the web, looklBg as if dead

until the fly passes. Thousands of
young men In the hope of gain go into
theso practices. They say: "Well, my
salary is not enough to allow this lux-
ury. I don't got enough from my store,
office, or shop. I ought to have finer
apartments. I ought to have better
wiues. I ought to have more richly
flavored cigars. I ought to be able to
entertain my. friends more expensively.
I won't stand this any longer. I can
with one brilliant stroke make a for-

tune. Now, here goes, principle or no
principle, heaven or hell. Who cares?"
When a young man makes up his mind
to live beyond his income, Satan has
bought hlra out and out, and It is only
a question of time when tho goods are
to be delivered. The thing is done.
You may plant in the way all the bat-

teries of truth and righteousness, that
man is bound to go on. When a man
makes ono thousand dollars a year and
spends one thousand two hundred dol-

lars; when a young man makes one
thousand five hundred dollars, and
spends one thousand seven hundred
dollars, all the harpies of darkness cry
out: "Ha! ha!" we have him," and
they have. How to get the extra flvo
hundred dollars ov the. extra two thou-
sand dollars is the question. Ho says:
"Here is my friend who started out tho
other day with but little money, and in
one night, so great was his luck, he
rolled up hundreds and thousands of
dollars. If he got it. why not 1? It is
such dull work, this adding up of long
lines of figures in the counting-hous- e;

this pulling down of a hundred yards
of goods and selling a remnant; this
always waiting upon somebody else,
when I could put. ono hundred dollars
on the ate and pick up a thousand."

Many years ago for sermon lc pur-
poses and in company with the chief
of police of New York 1 visited one
of the most; brilliant gambling houses
in that city. It was night and as we
came up iu front all seemed dark. The
blinds were down; the door was
guarded; but after a whispering of the
officer with the guard at the door, we
were admitted into the hall, and thence
into the parlors, around one table, find-
ing eight or ten men in mid-lif- e, well-dress-

all the work going on in
silence, sae the noise of the rattling
"chips" on the gaming-tabl- e in one
parlor, and the revolving ball of the
roulette table in the other parlor.
Some of these men, we were told, had
served terms iu prison; some were
ship-wreck- bankers and brokers and
money-dealer- s, and'some were going
iheir first rounds of vice but all in-

tent upon the table, as large or small
fortunes moved up and down before
them. Oh, there was something aw-
fully solemn in the silence the in-

tense gaze,. the suppressed emotions of
the players. No one looked up. They
all had money in the rapids, and I
have no doubt some saw, as they sat
there, horses and carriages, and houses
and lands, and home and family rush-
ing down into the vortex. A man's
life won". I not have been worth a
farthing mi that, presence had he not
been accompanied by the police, If
he had been supposed to be on a Chris-
tian errand of observation. Some of
these men went by private key, some
went by careful Introduction, some
were taken In by the patrons of the
establishment. The officer of the law
told me: "None get iu here except by
police mandate, or by some letter of
a patron." While we were there a
young man came in, put his money,
down on the roulette-tabl- e, and lost;
put more money down on the roulette-tabl- e

,and lost; put more money down
on the roulette-tabl- e, and lost; then
feeling In his pockets for more money
finding none, in severe silence ho turn
ed his back upon the scene and passed
out. While we stood there men lost
their property and lost their soul3
Oh, the merciless place! Not once in
all the history of that gaming-hous- e

has there been one word of sympathy
uttered for the losers at the game.
Sir Horace Walpole said that a man
dropped dead in one of the clubhouses
of London; his body was carried into
the clubhouse, and the members of
the club began immediately to bet as
to whether he were dead or alive, and
when it was proposed to test the mat
ter by bleeding him, it wan only hin-

dered by tho suggestion that it would
he unfair to some of the players! In
these gaming houses of our cities, men
have their property wrung away from
them, and then they go out, some of
them to drowu their grief in strong
drink, some to ply the counterfeiter's
pen, and so restore their fortunes,
some resort to the suicide's revolver,
but all going down, and that work
proceeds day by day, and night by
night. "That cart-rope- ," says some
young man, "has never been wound
around my soul." But have not some
threads of that cart-rop- e been twisted?

I arraign before God the gift en-

terprises of our cities, which have a
tendency to make this a nation of
gamblers. Whatever you get, young
man, in such a place as that, without
giving a proper equivalent, is a rob-

bery of your own soul, and a robbery
of the community. Yet, how we are
appalled to see men who have failed
In other enterprises go into gift con-

certs, where the chief attraction is not
music, but the prizes distributed
among the audience; or to sell books
where the chief attraction is not the
book, but the package that goes with
the book. Tobacco dealers advertise
that on a certain day they will 'put
money Into their papers, so that the
purchaser of this tobacco in Cincinnati
or New York may unexpectedly come
upon a magnificent gratuity. Boys
hawking through the cars packages
containing nobody knows what, until
you open them and find they contain
nothing. Christian men with pictures
on their wall gotten in a lottery, and
the brain of community taxed to find
out some new way of getting things
without paying for them. Oh, young
men, these are the threads that make
the cart rope, and when a young man

consents to these practices, he la be-

ing bound hand and foot by a habit
which has already destroyed "a great
multitude that no man can number."
Sometimes these gift enterprises are
carried on In the name of charity; and
some of you remember at tho close of
our Civil War how many gift enter-
prises were on foot, the proceeds to
go to the orphans and widows of the
soldiers and sailors. What did theso
men who had charge of those gift en-

terprises care for the orphans gnd
widows? Why, they would have al-

lowed them to freeze to death upon
their Bteps. 1 have no faith in a char-
ity, which, for the sake of relieving
present suffering, opens a gaping jaw
that has swallowed down so much of
tho virtue and good principle of the
community. Young man, have noth-
ing to do with these things. They
only sharpen your appetitle for games
of chance. Do one of two things; be
honest or die.

I have accomplished my object if I
put you on the look-ou- t. It is a great
deal easier to fall than It is to get up
again. The trouble is that when men
begin to go astray from the path of
duty, they are apt to say: "There's no
use of trying to got bnck. I've sacri-
ficed my respectability, 1 can't return;"
and they go on until they are utterly
destroyed. I tell you, my friends, that
God this moment, by his Holy Spirit,
can change your entiro nature, bo
that you will be a different man in a
minute Your great want what is Itt
More salary? Higher social position?
No; no. 1 will tell you the great want
of every man, if he has not already
obtained It. It is the grace of God.
Are there any who have fallen victims
to the sin that 1 have been reprehend-
ing? You are in a prison. You rush
against the wall of this prison, and
try to get out, and you fail; and you
turn around and dash against the other
wall until there is blood on the grates,
and blood on your soul. You will
never get out in this way. There is
only one way of getting out. There is
a key tnat can unincK mm. prison-hous- e.

It is the key of the house of
David. It is tho key that Christ wears
at hlS girdle. If you will allow him
to put that key to tho lock, the bolt
will shoot back, and the door will
swing open, and you will be a free
man in Christ Jesus. Oil, prodigal,
what a business this is for you, feed-

ing swine, when your father stands iu
the front door, straining his eyesight
to catch the first glimpse of your re-

turn; and the calf is as fat as it will be,
and the harps of heaven arc all strung,
and the feet iree. There are converted
gamblers In heaven. The light of
eternity flashed upon the green baize
of their billiard-saloo- n. In the laver
of God's forgiveness they washed off
all their sin. They quit trying for
earthly stakes. They tried for heaven
and won It. 'There stretches a hand
from heaven toward the head of the
worst offender. It is a hand, not
clenched as if to smite, but outspread
as if to drop a benediction. Other
seas have a shore and may lie fathom-
ed, but the sea of God's love eternity

has no plummet to strike tho bot-

tom, and immensity no iron-boun- d

shore to confine it. Its tides are lifted
by the heart of infinite compassion.
Its waves are the hosanuahs of the re-

deemed. The argosies that sail on it
drop anchor at lust amid the thunder-
ing snlvo of eternal victory. But alas
for that man who sits down to the
final game of life and puts his im-

mortal soul on the ace, while angels
of God keep the tally-boar- d; and after
kings and queens, and knaves, and
spades are "shuffled" and "cut," and
the game is ended, hovering and im-

pending worlds discover that he has
lost it, the faro-ban- k of eternal dark-
ness clutching down into its wallet,

all the blood-staine- d wagers.

Mother D.vlnff Worl.
(By J. F. O'Haver, llarrodsburg, Ind.)

During a round of pastoral visits, I
called at a country residence, and be-

fore I left read a passage from the
Bible and had prayer. Contrary to
my custom, 1 concluded to read the
first passage at. which my Bible open-

ed, which was the 103d Psalm. As
scon as I began to read the lady of the
bouse began to weep, and continued to
do so throughout tho reading and
prayer.

Upon rising from our knees, she
burst into tears, and told me the first
words of that psalm were the last
words of her mother on earth, and that
she died In that very room, and she
sobbed as if her heart would break. I
learned she had not been to church for
many years, but I notice she has been
regular in attendance since.

Who will say that a mother's saintly
life is soon lost, or that the Spirit does
not lead His servants?

A Urother'i JUit.
Little Jennie disobeyed her mother

one day, and she made her leave her
play and go and sit for an hour In the
corner.

Her little brother was very fond of '

his sister, and he was so sorry for her
that he asked his mother to let him sit
ir. Jennie's place and let her go and
play.

Their mother allowed him to do so.

After. a little he said:
"Mamma, am I not like Jesus?"
"Why?" said she.
"Because I am suffering In Jennie's

place."
"Yes," said mamma, "and yon do It

because you love her, dont you?"
Jesus suffered once and for all, for

us. But we arc always uxe mm wnen
we suffer or deny ourselves for others.

Nothing makes us so much like Je
sus as to forget ourselves and live to
make somebody else happy. '

Some men forget their sins so easily
that they are often amazed and hurt'
when others remember them.


